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PRECIS 


&  ■  The  prize  objeS  of  the film  is  Dean's  homosexual  admirer,  Plato  v  (p.  2-3). 

&c«Ifind  myselffi:eling  it  necessary  to  tout  the  same  advice  %  (p.  4). 

8c  ■  H^at  is  the  movie  that  ment  too fiir  in  its  infantilizaiion  and  has  proven,  once  and  for  all, 
juSihow  hopeless  the  summer  movie  has  become?*  (p.  6-7). 

8c  1  Hitman  it  expeBed  to  he  the firU film  hosed  on  a  game  that  is  being  distributed  by  20th  Century  Fox, 
a  ffudio  that  I  deeply  admire  »  {p.  8-9). 

Stw  They're  the  same  to  me,  one  or  another, /A  basket  of  goods  is  as  good  as  the  other  *  (p.  10). 

8c  «  They  are,  however,  taUefiiUy  done  and  reveal  no  more  than  necessary  (no  nicies  or  butt  cracks  to  be  seen'L)  »  (p.  11). 


NOTES 


Collage  work  throughout  the  issue  graciously  provided  by  Liam  Crockard  Titles  of the  pieces,  in  order  of appearance: 

Secret  Meeting  Place,  The  Soul  Escapes,  FACTS,  Vacation  andlsUnA  Upon  Island. 

This  issue  serves  primarily  as  a  telling  of  the  waters  for  our  entirely  new  layout  and  its  potentially  torrid  relationship  with  our 
printers.  ExpeEl  all  bugs  to  be  exterminated  by  next  month. 

The  Innis  Herald  is  pubilshtd  during  the  second  full  week  of each  month  during  the  Fall  and  Winter  terms. 

All  submissions  are  welcome. 
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icholas  Ray's  Gender  Project  . 


NICHOLAS  Ray 

was  an  apprentice  to  architeft  Frank 
Lloyd  Wright  before  he  left  the  po- 
sition and  the  profession  for  Holly- 
wood, where  he  was  tutored  by  Elia 
Kazan.  Connexions  were  made  -  one 
glimpses  a  career's  tenacity  in  mak- 
ing the  right  conneftions  -  and  all  of 
his  early  films  succeeded  financially  - 
moft  with  briSUing  critiques  of  gender. 

Ray  has  been  profession- 
ally appraised  for  his  untimely  de- 
pictions of  sexual  •■  equivalencies  »: 
the  equality  of  onsaeen  men  and 
women  in  the  plot  and  the  tone  of 
his  movies.  For  the  times  that  cre- 
ated them,  his  charafters  are  obvi- 
ously subversive.  TTie  main  charafters 
are  flamboyant  and  cunning,  powerful 
because  of  their  very  sexual  natures. 

Over  time,  Ray's  work 
found  cult  success  and  objcftive 
support  for  reasons  that  are  similar 
but  not  the  same.  A  lot  is  made  of 
his  bisexuality  (was  it  real  or  a  cover 
for  ho-ho-homosexualism?).  Some 
Clitics  have  tried  to  embed  his  pri- 
vate life  into  his  public  intentions; 
one  is  supposed  to  be  devious,  and 
that  is  supposed  to  affeft  the  other. 

What  it  is,  I  think,  is  that  his 
films  seem  determined  to  turn  from  the 
expeAed  plot,  intuitive  traditions  and 
viable  techniques  of  the  conStrMtiing 
Studio-era  genres,  they  survive  now 
as  pretty  banal  produfts,  but  in  their 
time  they  were  anachronistic.  Visibly 
so:  the  framework  of  a  commercially 
approved  Story  exiSb  not  as  a  Starting 
point  but  a  point  of  departure.  This  de- 
viation is  the  excitement  of  each  film. 

The  sentiment  powering  his 
work  is  melodrama.  Strange  charac- 
ters take  bold  actions,  and  bolder  ac- 
tions taken  by  other  Strangers  seem  to 
heighten  the  ftoiy  and  the  emotion 
of  the  scenes.  His  charafters  are  luSly 
types.  It  is  natural  for  an  audience  to 
surmise  their  tum-ons;  often,  one  sees 
them  operJy  suggeSted.Ihe  three  films 
I  mention  -  for  a  particular  reason, 
as  they  are  his  boldeSt  -  afieft  these 
qualities  at  the  height  of  his  success. 

In  a  Lonely  Place  {19SfS) 

This  is  the  mo5t  relevant 
introduction  to  Ray's  work  and,  prob- 
ably, Humphrey  Bogart's  beSt  movie. 
Like  all  his  works,  there's  not  much 
of  a  performance,  but  more  of  him 
appears  here  than  anywhere  else.  He 
plays  the  worn,  inaccessible  Dixon 


Steele  («  Dix  *  for  short;  see  what  you 
can  get  from  that),  a  screenwriter  in 
the  Hollywood  Studio  era  after  the  war. 

One  night  Dix  returns 
home  with  a  simple  and  ambitious 
girl.  His  invitation  for  sex  is  clear.  But 
she's  too  obtuse,  and  tires  him  out  juft 
yakking  on  and  on;  the  camera's  im- 
perceptible shift  into  Steele's  point  of 
view  even  allows  us  to  perceive  why 
she's  exasperating  -  an  alienating 
technique.  So  she  leaves,  gets  mur- 
dered that  night,  and  the  plot  Stirs. 

Gloria  Grahame,  Steele's 
longer-term  love  intereSt,  recalls  a 
prude,  older  Scarlett  Johansson.  She 
commands  the  second  and  final  aft 
of  the  film  after  she  and  Steele  get 
amorous.  Their  introductory  dialogue 
is  volatile  and  fiinny;  upon  their  firSt 
meeting  during  an  interrogation  at 
police  headquarters,  Grahame  tcStifies 
not  only  to  Steele's  innocence  (they 
are  neighbours)  but  also  to  her  own 
attraction  for  him.  Bogart  relays  his 
mutual  attraction  to  the  lady  through 
a  police  officer.  Together,  they  charm. 

Grahame  is  manfiilly  com- 
plex. Bogart  cannot  shake  the  sus- 
picion around  him,  but  he  takes  his 
innocence  for  granted.  Grahame  does 
not.  As  their  relationship  turns  into 
a  marriage,  Grahame's  shal^  back- 
ground (as  made  ob«ous  by  her  tutor/ 
masseuse -/iflf  one  isn't  clear)  grapples 
with  her  own  suspidon,  closer  to  our 
own,  that  husband-to-be  Dix  might  be 
guilty  after  all.1he  lonely  place  is  hers. 

Johnny  Guitar  {l^^A) 

The  tide  denominates 
Sterling  Hayden's  male  charac- 
ter, previously  Johimy  Logan  and 
Still,  secretiy,  a  quick-draw  hot  shot. 
Alas,  his  phallic  piStol  has  been  re- 
linquished for  a  honky-tonk  guitar, 
holSterless,  which  travels  with  him 
everywhere.  He  plays  a  good  tune. 

Johnny  Guitar  gets  the  titie 
because  it's  a  firecracker  name.  But  he 
is  a  supporting  character  to  the  real 
sun  goddess  of  this  film:  Vienna,  a 
saloonSter  in  a  WeStem  dot-on-the- 
map  town  about  to  be  opened  up  by 
the  railway.  For  this  venture  she  has 
been  coUeCting  land  and  making  en- 
emies. Johnny  and  Vienna  were  once 
in  love-  Now  that  they've  met  again.. . 

Luckily,  the  film  drama- 
tizes a  more  captive  relationship  be- 
tween Vienna,  played  by  a  roughened 
Joan  Crawford,  and  her  antagonist, 


Emma,  a  vocal  duStStorm  and  agita- 
tor played  by  Mercedes  McCam- 
bridge  (who  was  typecaSt  around 
that  time  for  her  anxious  Southern 
spiel).  MoSt  interestingly,  Emma  the 
bad  girl  is  evil  because  of  her  attempt 
to  revolt  from  her  gender  •  She  can't 
iland  to  feel  like  a  woman  »,  says  Vi- 
enna, who  is  attractive  and  good  be- 
cause her  sex  is  securely  ambivalent. 

Johnny  Guitar  is  Ray's  moSt 
colorfiil,  crazy  work.  Everything  in 
the  animated  quality  of  the  film,  even 
the  color  scheme  (that's  the  right 
word)  is  subverting  the  genre.  Written 
under  a  pseudonym  by  a  blacklisted 
screenwriter,  one  wonders,  seeing  this 
incredulous  film,  how  it  was  even  au- 
thorized; but  then,  this  vras  Ray's  firSt 
movie  contraft  with  -  creative  control ». 

Rebel  Without  a  Cause  (195S) 

Wasn't  this  supposed  to  be 
James  Dean's  seminal  performance? 
That  assumption  will  put  one  fer  from 
the  film's  performance,  and  the  dis- 
jointedncss  is  glaring:  the  characters 
live  in  an  undersized  (even  miniature) 
setting,  the  caSting  is  screwy-aged, 
and  the  unemodonal  quality  of  the 
piece  is  halting.  The  tide  misleads. 
James  Dean's  pscudo-"  rebel  •  Jim 
is  not  the  moSt  dynamic  character. 

The  prize  objeCt  of  the  film 
is  Dean's  homosexual  admirer.  Plato. 
The  nickname  -  his  own  invention  -  is 
slyly  brillianr,  after  all  this  is  the  only 
on-screen  character  of  any  real  densi- 
ty. We  can  only  guess  at  its  meaiungs. 
Rato  is  a  conStant  liar  and  a  passion- 
ate loner.  When  James  Dean  leaves 
his  sight  for  one  moment  on  the  cul- 
minating midnight  escapade,  Plato's 
volatility  engenders  real  violence.  The 
reSt  of  the  fighting  we've  seen  seems 
lame.  Plato  is  more  hardcore  -  pack- 
ing heat,  as  it  were.  Misfortune  lets 
the  film  end  cruelly:  the  luSty  fag  dies, 
and  James  Dean  introduces  his  new 
girlfriend,  Natalie  Wood,  to  his  par- 
ents. They  go  Steady;  Plato  goes  away. 

James  Dean  is  watch- 
able  enough.  His  fiery  hair  and  pu- 
erile expressions  can  do  nothing 
but  seduce.  Unfortxmately,  the  plot 
disregards  the  aCtor,  whose  sexual- 
ity emerges  beSt  when  masculinity 
is  taken  off  of  him.  In  Rebel,  the  un- 
abridged ■  cause  »  of  Dean's  rebelHon 
is  his  lack  of  a  male  influence.  This 
problem  is  said  and  seen  in  the  film: 
dad  wears  kitchen  coStxune,  duSb 
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around    the    house,    cowering.    This  device 


a  major 


weakness 


pcrfc 


toraiance 


today. 


Plato  oozes  a  different  kind  of  sexuality.  His  hair  is  oily,  his  sldn  oHve-colored.  When  he  tra- 
duces Natahe  Wood  about  his  personal  relationship  with  Jim,  whom,  he  says,  he  gets  to  call  «  Ja- 
mie »  on  a  one-to-one  basis,  the  film  has  a  real  moment.  Naturally,  his  bedroom  is  pink,  the  satin  sheets 
-  Stained?  Unlike  James  Dean  and  Natalie  Wood,  who  feel  at  leail  25,  Plato  is  ca5t  perfeftly  for  the 
high  school  age  and  explores  the  drama  where  others,  like  Dean  and  Wood,  plod  along  unemotionally. 

Perhaps  the  creative  team  behind  the  film  sensed  this.  They  end  up  devot- 
ing an  uncanny  amount  of  airtime  from  the  middle  to  the  end  of  the  film  developing  him.  Dean 
is  juft  ail  over-aged  guy  dressed  up  like  a  schoolboy.  We  wait  for  him  to  take  off  his  shirt, 
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Kurosawa's  Rashomon  was  the  fir5t  movie  to 
tell  the  same  ftory  multiple  times  from  the  viewpoint  of  different  nar- 
rators who  each  produce  variations  on  the  same  general  narrative.  The 
point  being:  intentionally  or  unintentionally,  everybody  distorts  their 
ovm  view  of  reality.  No  single  narrator  is  truShvorthy.  We've  seen  this 
concept  repeated  in  many  a  film,  perhaps  moft  reccndy  in  Zhang 
Yimous  Hero.  In  Rashomon,  the  Story  we  hear  told  and  retold  is  that 
of  a  samurai  and  his  wife  who  encounter  a  bandit  (Toshiro  Mifune) 
while  travelling  the  woods.  The  bandit  sleeps  with  the  wife  and  in  a 
series  of  events  -  each  narrator  tells  these  events  diffcrendy  -  the 
samurai  is  killed.  The  Story  is  told  firSt  by  the  bandit,  then  the  vrife, 
and  even  by  the  dead  man,  as  well  as  by  a  seemingly  impartial  objec- 
tive observer.  None  of  the  Stories  agree  in  all  the  details;  each  narra- 
tor accuses  a  different  person.  Yet  the  lies  are  not  told  for  the  sake  of 
self-preservation:  each  of  the  three  parties  involved  accuse  themselves. 

The  concept  of  the  film  is  fascinating  and  indeed  forces  you 
to  question  every  film  you  see  thereafter,  making  you  wonder  who  is 
telling  the  Story,  what  perspeflive  the  camera  represents,  and  to  what 
extent  you  can  truSt  what  you  are  seeing.  The  film  offers  no  answers 
and  aims  to  baffle.  Unfortunately,  the  film  doesn't  quite  work  all  the 
time.  Kurosawas  admirable  philosophical  ideas  are  obscured  by  sen- 
timental melodrama^and  charaifters  that  do  Uttle  but  annoy.  Never- 
theless, the  scene  where  the  tovm  marshal,  the  supposed  objeiflive 
observer,  marches  to  the  woods  where  he  finds  the  dead  body,  is  a 
miraculously  beautiful  black-and-white  sequence  that  makes  wonder- 
ful use  of  natural  light  and  a  sleuthing  moving  camera.  The  film  gets 
major  points  for  being  the  firSt  to  do  this  sort  of  thing;  fortunately 
for  today's  movies  or  unfortunately  for  Rasbomon's  viewers,  its  suc- 
cessors do  a  better  job  of  implementing  Kurosawa's  brilliant  ideas. 

For  a  three-and-a-half-hour  film,  Seven  Samurai  seems  rather 
short.  Much  shorter  than  Peter  Jackson's  self-indulgent  Lord  of  the  Rings. 
In  faft,  I  wouldn't  even  complain  that  Seven  Samurai  requires  an  edit;  it 
remains  concise  despite  its  length.  Seven  Samurai  is  a  classic  that  endures. 
Tw  heard  it  said  time  time  again,  w^ich  makes  me  all  the  more  hes- 
itant to  repeat  it  myself,  but  it  is  indubitably  a  classic. Though  the  film  is 
ovcr50yearsold,St^Dm5amKri3i  is  Still  better  and  juSt  as%vatchableasmany 
a  samurai  film  of  today.  Kurosawa's  Star  after, Toshiro  Mifime,  returns  to 
his  usual  duties  of  scratching  compulsively  and  laughing  maniacally,  over- 
afting  as  the  ridiculous  hero  that  you're  forced  to  love  againSt  your  will. 

This  time,  the  Story  is  about  a  small  village,  threatened  by 
powerful  bandits  who  aim  to  Steal  the  vill^ers'  food  and  ravish  the  vil- 
lage women, The  villagers  are  helpless  without  some  additional  external 
fortitude  to  come  to  their  aid,  so  they  go  ofFin  search  of  some  samurai  to 
help  themin  their  mission.  Since  they  have  no  rewards  to  offer  but  menial 
foods,  the  only  samurai  they  can  attraft  are  truly  hungry  samurai  that  as- 
tonishingly support  their  cause.  And  so  they  gather  a  gang  of  seven  mis- 
fit samurai,  one  of  whom  (Toshiro  Mifime)  docs  not  even  have  proper 
samurai  training;  he  simply  believes  himself  to  be  a  samurai  which  is  ap- 
paiendy  close  enough  to  the  real  thing,  despite  his  many  follies.The  film 
takes  us  through  the  seleftion  of  the  samurai,  the  training  of  the  villagers, 
the  fear  and  loathing  of  the  villains,  and  of  course,  the  ultimate  showdown. 

Seven  Samurai  is  a  samurai  film  that  has  the  courage  to  take 
its  time  and  tell  a  Story.  Wc  meet  real  charafters,  albeit  exaggerated  ver- 
sions, and  we  grow  to  care  for  them,  even  if  our  modem-day-sensib'di- 
ties  occasionally  causes  us  to  laugh  at  them.  The  ultimate  batde  is  one 
of  the  moSl  epic  and  truly  gorgeous  fighting  scenes  I've  ever  seen  on 
film,  and  fought  on  a  backdrop  of  rain,  becomes  evermore  emotionally 
engaging.  While  the  violence  in  Bogart  movies  do  not  Stand  the  tcSt  of 
time  because  the  action  is  too  slow  and  too  obviously  fake,  Kurosawa's 
a£tion  would  be  juSt  as  acceptable  in  a  film  made  today  as  it  was  at  the 
time.  In  faft.  Seven  Samurai  has  better  shot  aition  than  much  of  what 
you  see  today.  I  remember  seeing  a  copy  of  the  DVD  in  Bay  Street 
Video  with  a  little  Staff  recommendation  Sticky  attached  to  it  Stating,  « 
I  know  it's  long,  but  it's  a  classic.  Make  time !  ».  At  the  time,  I  felt  it  almoSt 
patronizing,  but  I  find  myself  feeling  it  necessary  to  tout  the  same  ad- 
vice. Seven  Samurai  is  a  rare  film  that  truly  earns  its  place  as  a  classic.  HE 
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The  Crucifixion  of  Michael  Bay 


BEFORE  I  signed  ofF  from 
the  Herald  for  the  summer  holidays,  I  was  look- 
ing forward  to  the  slew  of  summer  movies  that 
would  offer  relaxing,  uncomplicated  entertain- 
ment during  my  four  month  Stretch  of  leisure 
ind  laziness.  I  even  went  so  far  as  to  write  an 
article  defending  Michael  Bay  and  his  skill  at 
making  such  entert£unments,  highlighting  y^r- 
mageddon  as  his  greateSt  achievement.  However, 
my  open-mindedness  gradually  changed  to  cyn- 
and  disgust  as  the  theatres  yielded  a  series 


g<*i     \  of  disappointing,  lack-Iuftcr  movies.  The  previ- 

in 


ous  summer,  I  had  been  pleasantly  surprised  by 
such  amusements  as  Superman  Returns,  The  Da 
Vinci  Code  and  Pirates  of  the  Caribbean:  Dead 
Man's  CheU,  accepting  them  for  what  they  were: 
light-hearted  excursions  into  escapism  and  ad- 
'        venture.  This  year,  however,  I  found  myself  in  a 
rather  different  mindset,  and  my  enthusiasm  for 
^3||     >  the  summer  movie  season  gradually  evaporated 
JlJ*      ,  into  nothing.  I  think  the  reason  why  I  was  in  this 
yh        slump  had  to  do  with  both  the  diminishing  qual- 
'*y     these  movies  {Spider-Man  3  anyone?)  and 
**    my  refusal  to  comply  to  the  condition  of « leaving 
ty  brain  at  the  door  »  when  watching  these  mov- 
^         les.  After  all,  why  should  audiences  have  to  Stoop 
*     ^  jj  to  the  level  of  these  blockbufters  in  order  to  en- 
joy  them?  Why  can't  these  movies,  inftead,  rise  to 
'si  the  audience's  level?  Of  course,  while  these  mov- 
A^  ies  are  designed  for  simple  and  easy  digeSlion,  it 
*  "j  is  possible  for  them  to  overdo  it  in  this  respeft, 
degrading  to  a  point  where  it  is  simply  impos- 
sible for  the  average  moviegoer  to  submit  them- 
0^  ■  selves  to  escapism  or  even  comprehend  what  the 
'^j,  hell  is  going  on.  The  result  is  that  they  lose  their 
1 1^  h  sense  of  fun,  and  they  turn  into  loud,  flashy  on- 
I        screen  messes  that  flicker  and  spit  obnoxiously 
I        at  the  viewers  for  2  Vi  hours  that  they  will  never 
\  V\  get  back  and  always  regret  losing.  So,  what  is  the 
j        movie  that  went  too  far  in  its  infantilization  and 
^        has  proven,  once  and  for  all,  juSt  how  hopeless 
the  summer  movie  has  become?  As  if  you  had 
to  ask:  Michael  Bay's  Tranrformers,  of  course. 

After  having  seen  Transformers,  I  can 
,*!^> "  say  with  full  confidence  that  it  represents  ev- 
i'jl  erything  I  hate  about  contemporary  American 
''^  *  *■  cinema,  and  has  certified  Michael  Bay's  posi- 
tion as  the  Antichrist  of  film.  I  won't  take  back 
my  Statements  in  the  prewous  article  about  the 
J  man  being  a  skilled  wizard  of  the  a£tion  genre, 

V*}  but  such  a  talent  can  only  take  him  so  far,  and  it 
jj^  1^  I,  would  appear  that  they  reached  their  peak  with 
Mf  Lf^i  Armageddon.  I  believe  the  main  reason  Arma- 
■'.]  geddon  worked  was  its  sense  of  balance.  While 
^  the  giant  aSteroid  threatening  mankind  is  what 
.  ■  *i  the  movie's  about,  the  spotUght  never  leaves  the 
I  ■ci  oil  driller  charafters  led  by  Bruce  Willis  who 
I  ^.'^  are  dispatched  by  NASA  to  blow  up  said  space 
I  ^^J* ;  rock.  They  are  a  charismatic,  fiinny  bunch  who 
I  are  easy  to  root  for  (especially  to  a  crowded 
W>  <t  theatre  fiill  of  easy-going,  adventure-seeking 
f  5^        movie-goers),  and  that  is  why  the  mowe  never 


feels  as  absurd  as  it  really  is.  A  truly  good  di- 
reftor  can  take  the  moSt  bizarre,  unUkely  ftory 
and,  using  the  right  Style,  can  accomplish  cin- 
ematic wonders.  Hitchcock  did  it  with  Vertigo, 
and  Bay,  in  his  own  way,  did  it  with  Armaged- 
don. But  many  years  have  passed  since  that  film, 
and  as  we  cut  to  2007,  Bay's  high-oftane  antics 
have  collapsed  on  themselves  m  a  shameless, 
mind-numbing,  spirit-crushing  display  of  light 
and  sound  that  lack  the  remote^  possibility  of 
any  decent  concept,  Story  or  charafters  for  the 
audience  to  latch  onto  (at  leaSt  one  of  which, 
believe  it  or  not,  being  absolutely  necessary 
for  any  good  aftion  movie  to  work  properly). 

Is  Transformers  really  that  bad?  I  hate 
to  be  the  one  to  say  this  (or  do  I?),  but  yes.  Trans- 
formers is  the  big  one:  a  glaring  reminder  that 
cinema  has  dropped  to  an  all-time  low.  Watch- 
ing it,  you  get  the  sense  that  this  is  what  it  muSt 
be  Ukc  Co  abuse  an  art  form  -  not  misuse  it,  but 
abuse  it,  aftually  causing  it  bodily  harm.  Watch- 
ing it,  I  thought  of  Pauhne  Kael  and  why  she 
left  film  criticism,  or  Jean-Luc  Godard  and  his 
Statement  that  the  time  when  dnema  could  have 
aided  society  has  come  and  gone.  Transformers  is 
all  of  their  worSl  nightmares  made  celluloid  flesh. 

As  I  write  this  article,  I  am  perfe£Uy 
aware  of  the  kind  of  movie  Transformers  is  (and 
unapologetically  announces  itself  to  be).  Like 
Star  Wars  (the  film  that,  along  with  Jaws,  Started 
the  entire  popcorn  movie  phenomenon),  it  is, 
for  all  intents  and  purposes,  a  children's  movie 
designed  for  simple  entertainment  and  very 
httle  else.  Its  target  audience  is  of  the  twelve 
year-old  variety,  and  its  release  was  accompa- 
nied by  a  slew  of  tie-in  toys,  books,  magazines, 
comics  and  countiess  other  products  also  largely 
aimed  at  twelve  year-old  Idds.  But  the  tragedy 
of  it  all  is  the  fan  base  that  movies  Uke  Trans- 
formers attracts,  regardless  of  the  intended  age 
group.  Transformers  was,  after  all,  touted  to  be 
the  main  attraftion  of  this  summer's  movie  sea- 
son. For  all  the  popcorn-munching,  thrill-seek- 
ing audiences  out  there,  young  and  old  alike, 
this  was  supposed  to  be  the  absolute  apex  of 
it  all,  the  one  that  would  have  the  biggeSt  pay- 
off and  deliver  the  moSt  satisfaction.  But  after 
watching  this  atrocious  mess  of  a  movie,  all  I 
could  think  was,  «  So,  this  was  supposed  to  be  the 
high  point  of  summer  movies  this  year?  Hurm 

It  should  have  been  so  simple.  When 
I  vralked  (was  driven,  aftually,  as  I  saw  it  at  a 
drive-in)  into  the  theatre,  I  only  wanted  one 
thing  from  Transformerr.  a  jaw-dropping  dis- 
traction from  the  real  world  in  the  form  of  giant 
robots  beating  the  shit  out  of  each  other.  This 
was  something  that  Bay  should  have  been  able 
to  pull  off  no  problem.  No  such  ludc  the  special 
effects  sequences  that  should  have  made  up  the 
majority  of  the  film  didn't  happen  nearly  as  often 
as  they  should  have,  InStead,  the  audience  was 
fed  heap  upon  heap  of  unnecessary  plot  points 


and  Stoty  content  involving  the  human  charac- 
ters. For  a  movie  called  Transformers,  they  could 
have  at  leaSt  included  a  few  more  scenes  with  the 
aCtual  robots  inStead  of  trying  to  add  a  «  human 
element  ■  to  a  movie  that  they  knew  (or  damn 
well  should  have  known)  people  would  have 
only  gone  to  see  for  the  Transformers.  Yet  even 
then,  this  was  a  movie  with  scarcely  anything 
going  for  it.  It  had  terrible,  paper-thin  characters 
that  spouted  ridiculous  dialogue,  an  endless  pa- 
rade of  lame  jokes  and  produft  placements  and 
special  effefts  sequences  so  overdone  that  they 
degraded  into  a  mindless,  blinding  assault  on 
the  audience's  eyes  and  ears.  Plus,  it's  juSt  plain 
embarrassing.  Michael  Bay  is  one  of  Hollywood's 
biggeSt «  boys  >  (a  position  he  shares  with  Robert 
Rodriguez  and  Quentin  Tarantino),  cramming 
his  movies  with  as  many  of  his  juvenile  fantasies 
as  possible  -  mainly  big,  loud  explosions,  shiny, 
aClion-ready  vehicles  and  impossibly  attractive 
yet  painfully  one-dimensional  female  charac- 
ters. The  hulking,  corny  line-spewing  robots  of 
Transformers  are  juSt  about  as  bad  as  the  overly 
macho  Spartan  warriors  of  JOO  or  the  growl- 
ing, trenchcoat-clad  caricatures  of  Sin  City. 

Steven  Spielberg  was  never  this  moron- 
ic. On  the  contrary,  even  though  he  and  George 
Lucas  are  to  blame  for  the  blockbuSter  mental- 
ity of  the  film  induShy,  he  is  Still  a  moSt  sidllcd 
Storyteller  who  makes  (and  asks  the  audience  to 
make)  an  emotional  investment  in  his  characters 
and  Stories  that  is  almoSt  always  paid  back  in  fiill. 
With  Spielberg,  you  always  get  something  back 
from  his  films  -  if  nothing  else,  a  good,  well-told 
yam.  Transformers  didn't  even  make  an  attempt 
at  such  a  thing,  thus  becoming  only  a  loud.  Stu- 
pid, noisy  light  show.  And  the  faCt  that  Spielberg 
helped  pay  for  it  (he  is  credited  as  one  of  the 
movie's  executive  producers)  seems  more  like 
the  punch  Une  for  a  sick  joke  than  anything  else. 

The  genuinely  insulting  thing  about 
this  movie,  though,  was  that  there  wasn't  even 
the  smaUeSt  mote  of  intelligent  subjeCt  matter. 
Transformers  is  infantile,  obnoxious  and  terrible, 
but  worSl  of  all,  it's  empty.  It  holds  no  confi- 
dence whatsoever  in  the  mental  capabilities  of 
its  audience,  and  it  doesn't  pretend  to  either.  It  is 
the  crudest  attempt  at  entertainment,  one  where 
I  Strongly  suspeCl  the  filmmakers  leaned  heavily 
on  the  hope  that  the  viewers  would  ■  switch  off 
their  brains  •  in  order  to  fiilly  enjoy  the  movie. 
The  worSt  part  of  it  all  is  that  too  many  films 
made  these  days  depend  on  that  faCtor  more 
and  more.  Many  filmmakers  no  longer  seek  to 
challenge  their  audiences  or  make  them  think 
about  something  in  a  different  way  (which,  one 
could  argue,  is  one  of  the  reasons  why  cinema 
enSts).  Even  the  simple  aCt  of  entertainment 
has  become  too  much  of  a  careless  one,  film- 
makers relying  too  much  on  the  safety  and  com- 
fort of  franchises,  remakes  and  sequels  to  suf- 
ficiendy  challenge  themselves  or  their  audiences. 
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Which  brings  me  to  a 
film  I  discovered  this  summer  that 
was  infinitely  more  challenging 
and  satisfying  than  Bays  mon- 
strosity: Andrei  Tarkovsky's  1972 
film  So/arts.  Solaris  is  the  extreme 
opposite  of  Transformers,  belong- 
ing to  a  different  breed  of  science 
fiftion  film  altogether.  It  follows  a 
psychologist  named  Kris  Kelvin  as 
he  investigates  the  mySterious  go- 
ings-on at  a  remote  space  Station. 
Moving  at  its  own  pace,  the  film 
is  slow  and  meditative,  asking  the 
viewer  to  consider  the  nature  of 
human  consciousness  along  with 
Kelvin.  Atmosphere  is  everything 
in  the  film,  created  by  the  eerie, 
ambient  soundtrack  and  the  care- 
fully chosen  visuals  that  richly 
illuminate  every  moment  of  the 
film.  It  is  the  epitome  of  high  art, 
and,  quite  simply,  everything  that 
Transformers  is  not.  Now,  this  is 
not  to  say  that  the  summer  season's 
crop  of  light,  entertaining  popcorn 
movies  should  be  replaced  by  long, 
slow  art  films,  but  the  point  of 
this  unlikely  comparison  is  that 
Tarkovsky's  film  resonates  with 
more  honeSty  than  any  of  Bay's 
films  and  moSt  of  this  year's  sum- 
mer movies  ever  will.  With  Solaris, 
you  feel  how  genuine  Tarkovsky 
was  in  his  expression,  how  every 
shot  was  carefiilly  chosen  by  the 
filmmaker  for  the  benefit  of  the 
film  and  its  audience.  In  short, 
you  never  get  the  sense  that  Tar- 
kovsky was  cheapening  himself  or 
his  film  for  the  sake  of  simplidty 
or  easy  ticket  sales,  and  this  is  the 
reason  why  Solaris  provided  such 
a  rich  and  rewarding  viemng  ex- 
perience while  moSt  of  this  year's 
summer  movies  did  not.  if  pop- 
corn filmmakers  were  to  inherit 
even  a  small  fraiftion  of  this  kind 
of  sensibility,  then  perhaps  they'd 
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make  movies  that  satisfy  as  well 
as  entertain  their  audiences  while 
maintaining  some  dignity  for 
themselves  and  their  work.  Or, 
to  use  a  food  analogy:  these  film- 
makers may  only  be  the  hamburg- 
er chefs  of  cinema,  but  they  could 
aspire  to  make  films  more  like 
the  wholesome  Homeburgers  of 
Lick's  than  the  greasy,  excrement- 
laced  servings  of  McDonald's. 

Despite  the  rather 
negative  tone  of  this  article,  I  ItiU 
have  genuine  hope  for  the  fiiture 
of  cinema.  While  the  movie-go- 
ing public  has  been  recendy  pun- 
ished by  such  tripe  as  Evan  Al- 
mighty, License  to  Wed  and  I  Now 
Pronounce  You  Chuck  and  Larry,  it 
has  also  been  rewarded  with  ex- 
citing films  Hke  Little  Miss  Sun- 
shine, Pan's  Labyrinth,  Children  of 
Men,  Babel,  The  Fountain  and  Da- 
vid Lynch's  INLAND  EMPIRE. 
Plus,  there  are  Still  many  promis- 
ing films  on  the  horizon,  includ- 
ing Gus  Van  Sant's  Paranoid  Park, 
Paul  Thomas  Anderson's  There 
mil  Be  Blood,  Noah  Baumbach's 
Margot  at  the  Wedding  and  Wes 
Anderson's  The  Darjeeling  Lim- 
ited. In  the  meantime,  there's 
no  choice  but  to  cope  with  the 
sun-baked  cinematic  waSteland 
that  summer  has  become,  and 
hope  that  one  day  Michael  Bay 
will  either  bum  out  in  a  brilliant 
mushroom  cloud  of  cataSbrophic 
failiue  (if  it's  even  possible  to  top 
Transformers),  quiedy  fade  away 
into  obscurity  (ha-ha)  or  sudden- 
ly realize  the  damage  he's  done  to 
the  medium  and  surrender  him- 
self to  the  film-going  commu- 
nity for  his  proper  punishment 
(which  would  ideally  be  that 
used  as  the  tide  of  this  essay).  SS 

MARC  SAINT-CYR 
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ANNOUNCEMENT  - 

CilyStudcnt.ca  is  a  helpfiil  Student  resource 
site  that  is  launching  this  month.  Think  Toronto.com  for 
students.  Ihe  site  will  focus  on  many  aspefts  of  ftudent 
living  but  will  focus  on  the  social  and  academic  part  of 
Student  life  specifically.  Students  mil  be  able  to  read  and 
write  articles,  review  restaurants  and  events,  check  out  a 
vail  monthly  calendar  of  events  as  well  as  find  very  help- 
ful academic  resources.  They  have  a  bold  goal  of  placing  a 
resource  of  paSt  ocams  to  help  make  firit  and  second  year 
Students  lives  a  little  easier.  CityStudent  will  be  offering 
scholarships  to  a  couple  lucky  fhidents  interested  in  writ- 
ing fiill  time  for  them.  CityStudent  is  Idddng  everything 
off  with  a  party  at  The  Drink  inside  the  Guveramcnt  on 
September  28th.  They  want  to  work  with  as  many  Stu- 
dent groups  as  possible  to  help  them  raise  money  for 
their  cause/group.  This  is  a  graffiti  party  so  a  white  t- 
shirt  and  marker  are  handed  to  each  Student  when  they 
walk  in  the  door.  Tickets  will  be  110  and  each  Student 
group  gets  to  keep  S8  of  every  ticket  sold.  This  money 
can  go  to  anything  the  group  sees  fit.  Contaft  Billy@dt- 
yftudeat.ca  or  Matt@dtyStudent.ca  if  you  arc  interested 
in  getting  involved  or  attending  the  upcoming  Launch 
party  on  September  28th.  Please  visit  www.dtyStudenL 
ca  for  your  up-to-date  information  on  Student  life.  H 
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tman  Hits  the  Big  Scree 
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THOSEofus 

who  are  knowledgeable  in  the  field 
of  «  inleraBive  entertainment »  should 
already  be  familiar  with  the  Hitman 
series  of  computer  and  video  games, 
which  dawned  with  the  release  of 
Hitman:  Codmame  47  for  the  PC  plat- 
form in  2000  and,  so  far,  encompasses 
three  sequels.  The  playable  charafter 
(i.e.  the  «  hitman  ■)  in  the  games  is 
Agent  47.  He's  a  chilly,  bald  assassin 
who  sports  a  barcode  on  the  back  of 
his  head  as  well  as  a  duo  of  handguns 
(in  addition  to  a  sniper  rifle,  shotgun, 
knife,  or  anything  else  he  can  find  and 
use  to  loll  his  targets).  Agent  47  car- 
ries out  contraft  killings  for  a  mysteri- 
ous group  known  as  «  The  Agency  »  and 
mu£t  complete  them  as  discreetly  as 
possible  (or  not),  often  dressing  in  var- 
ious disguises.  His  targets  vary,  but  are 
often  mob  bosses  or  military  figures. 
And  now  the  film  induSby  has  lured 
this  mailerful  game  series  into  its  lair. 

Hitman,  to  be  released  by 
20th  Century  Fox  on  Oftober  12th, 
will  showcase  the  lateSl  attempt  to 
adapt  a  game  into  a  film.  Previous 
endeavors  to  do  so  have  virtually  all 
been  unsuccessfiil  (critically  and  oftsn 
commercially  too).  One  may  recall 
Super  Mario  Bros.,  the  film  that  initi- 
ated this  entire  process  over  a  decade 
ago  but  ended  in  both  commercial  and 
critical  failure  and  deserves  litde  more 
than  this  brief  mention  in  a  fhident 
newspaper.  How  worthy  Hitman  will 
be  as  a  film  is  an  outcome  to  be  de- 
cided by  critics  and  audiences.  Mean- 
while, its  quality  as  an  adaptation  will 
be  assessed  by  gamers,  some  of  whom 
already  exerdse  pessimism  about  it. 

In  the  film  adaptation  of 
Hitman,  Agent  47  will  be  portrayed 
by  Timothy  Olyphant,  who  mo5l  re- 
ccndy  Starred  in  Live  Free  or  Die  Hard 
(note  that  Olyphant's  lack  of  hair  as 
Agent  47  provides  him  with  greater 
resemblance  to  Bruce  Wilhs).  It  is 
diilicult  to  prediit  how  Olyphant  will 
do  as  Agent  47.  There  is  litde  afting 
that  one  could  adapt  from  a  game 
(unless  you  use  the  game's  cinematic 
sequences  as  a  foundation).  He  will 
certainly  make  Agent  47  more  «  iu- 
man  »  despite  hurling  the  image  of 
the  hitman  that  fans  of  the  game 
have  become  accufitomed  to.  Al- 
though he  turns  40  next  year,  I  would 
argue  that  baby-fiiced  Olyphant 
looks  too  young  to  play  Agent  47. 


Nevertheless,  Olyphant 
is  Still  a  fer  better  choice  than  bulky 
Vin  Diesel,  who  was  initially  caSt  for 
the  part.  One  could  claim  that  Jason 
Statham,  who  supposedly  turned 
down  the  rote,  would  have  depifted  a 
more  authentic  Agent  47.  Many  Hit- 
man fens  even  called  for  aSor  David 
Bateson  (whose  voice  and  appearance 
were  used  for  Agent  47  in  the  games) 
to  be  cait.  Even  a  «  David  Bateson 
as  47  »  online  petition  emerged.  The 
filmmakers  probably  deemed  Bate- 
son too  unknown  to  serve  as  the  Sbr 
of  a  major  motion  piihire.  Yet  there 
was  even  a  joke  floating  around  to 
pitch  Patrick  Stewart  for  the  role  of 
Agent  47!  Although  the  trailer  for 
Hitman  has  given  me  muted  feelings 
about  Olyphant,  I'll  wait  for  the  ac- 
tual film  before  I  form  any  judgments. 

As  for  the  other  aftors  in 
Hitman,  there  are  few  (if  any)  high 
profile  ones.  Dougray  Scott,  who  I 
m^nly  know  as  the  villain  from  Mis- 
sion Impossible  II,  will  Star  opposite 
Olyphant  (although  having  aifted 
alongside  Tom  Cruise  is  unlikely 
to  help  him  in  Hitman).  One  mem- 
ber of  Hitman's  caSt  who  caught  my 
eye  was  Uhich  Thomsen.  Students 
who  have  recendy  taken  the  Intro  to 
Film  Studies  course  here  at  U  of  T 
may  remember  him  as  the  a<ftor  who 
played  Christian  in  Feflen.  I  believe 
this  is  merely  a  nod  to  Denmark  since 
the  Hitman  games  were  developed 
by  a  Danish  company,  10  Interac- 
tive. Yet  Students  should  also  note 
that  Hitman  has  as  much  to  do  with 
Dogma  95  as  Atom  Egoyan  has  to 
do  with  aftion-packed  blockbuSters, 
One  of  Hitman's  producers 
is  Luc  Besson,  who  direfted  Leon:  The 
Professional,  the  mother  of  all  hitman 
Stories  and  a  key  inspiration  for  the 
Hitman  games  themselves.  The  per- 
plexing irony  of  it  all  is  that  Monsieur 
Besson  is  producing  a  film  based  on 
a  game  that  vras  inspired  by  a  film  he 
once  made.  As  great  (and  unlikely)  as  it 
would  have  been  for  Luc  Besson  to  di- 
reft  the  Hitman  film,  the  a^al  direc- 
tor is  another  Frenchman  by  the  name 
of  Xavier  Gens  (contrary  to  belief,  this 
is  not  the  name  of  any  video  game 
charaifter).  Hitman  will  be  the  firSt 
feature  film  released  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Gens  (excluding  Fronti6re(s), 
which  is  currendy  being  showcased 
at  various  film  festivals  and  sched- 


uled for  a  January  release  in  France). 

Gens'  relatively  empty  re- 
cord in  feature  filmmaking  could 
benefit  him  in  a  certain  way  but  his 
inexfierience  could  also  hurt  the  pro- 
duftion.  There  is  no  knowing  what  he 
can  or  will  do  with  Hitman.  He  may 
prove  to  be  an  innovative  and  talented 
filmmaker.  Or,  as  a  rookie,  he  may  fall 
viftim  to  naive  tendencies  (such  as  the 
all-explosions-and-no-depth  tech- 
nique). Yet,  one  may  ask,  how  much 
depth  can  a  film  based  on  a  game  se- 
riously have?  Well,  it  depends.  For  a 
game.  Hitman  did  have  considerable 
psychological  depth  (yes,  die  queStion 
of  why  Agent  47  kills  haunted  gamers 
endlessly  and  drove  them  into  a  Slate 
of  self-queStioning).  Mo5t  important- 
ly,! am  satisfied  that  Hitman's  direftor 
is  not  Uwe  Boll,  the  Gemian  boxer- 
tumed-direftor  and  modem-day  Ed 
Wood  who  releases  one  horrible  film 
after  another  (moSt  based  on  games) 
and  manages  to  do  so  only  by  exploit- 
ing tax  incentives  in  his  native  country. 

Hovrever,  Hi/man's  screen- 
writer, Skip  Woods,  already  has  two 
feature  films  under  his  belt  and  the 
moSt  notable  of  which  is  Swordjisb. 
1  found  S-mordfah  to  be  relatively 
awkward  and  uninspiring.  It  was  as 
if  someone  made  a  badass  version 
of  The  Net,  replaced  Sandra  Bullock 
with  Hugh  Jackman,  and  added  a 
Still  Pulp  FiBion-td  John  Travolta.  I 
admit  that  I'll  be  disappointed  \£  Hit- 
man bears  any  StyliStic  resemblance  to 
Siuordfoh.  Hopefiilly,  Woods  has  not 
underestimated  the  importance  of 
screenwriting  in  the  process  of  adapt- 
ing a  game  into  a  film.  If  a  game  is 
adapted  poorly  (where  continuous 
killing  is  emphasized  over  a  well- 
conSbTifted  SloryUne)  then  the  film 
is  doomed.  I  expeft  this  will  not  be 
the  case  for  Hitman  and,  by  the  looks 
of  the  frailer,  movie-goers  may  aihi- 
ally  be  treated  to  an  equal  balance  of 
bloody  slayings  and  an  appealing  plot. 

\n^cs^\riXoiBatmanBegim 
and  Casino  RoyaJe,  we  will  also  see  the 
«  birth  »  of  Agent  47  in  Hitman  (indi- 
cated by  a  shot,  in  the  trailer,  of  Agent 
47  getting  the  barcode  planted  on  his 
head).  My  only  worry  is  that  Hitman 
won't  feature  Agent  47  in  disguise  (at 
leaSl  not  enough).  In  the  trailer,  he's 
always  wearing  the  suit  with  red  tie! 
But,  in  the  games,  he  often  wears  dis- 
guises (to  move  around  locations  easi- 
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ly)  that  range  from  a  delivery  boy  outfit  to  a  Santa  Claus  costume. 

Hitman  is  expefted  to  be  the  firSl  fUm  based  on  a 
game  that  is  being  distributed  by  20th  Century  Fox,  a  Shidio 
that  1  deeply  admire  and  one  that  has  brought  us  such  classics 
as  Star  Wars,  Alien,  and  Die  Hard.  Apparendy,  mo5l  other  Shi- 
dios  have  already  distributed  at  leaft  one  film  based  on  a  game: 
Mortal  Kombat  (New  Line);  Final  Fantasy:  The  Spirits  Within 
(Columbia);  Resident  Evil  (Sony);  Tomb  Raider  (Paramount); 
Doom  (Universal),  It  seems  as  if  there  is  some  secret,  wild  com- 
petition happening  between  the  Shidios  to  release  the  firft 
commercially  and  critically  successfiil  film  based  on  a  game. 
As  is  the  case  for  every  Hollywood  film,  20th  Century  Fox  pri- 
marily hopes  that  Hitman  will  turn  up  a  profit  in  ticket  sales. 
Although  I  am  no  top-notch  analyst,  I  do  have  a  hunch  that  Hit- 
man could  reach  #1  at  the  box  office.  The  reason  for  this  claim  is 
because  Hitman  does  not  face  serious  competition  wth  the  other 
films  opening  on  Oftober  12th,  which  include  a  sequel  to  a  bi- 
opjc  (ElizaSetb:  The  Golden  Age),  a  seemingly  pathetic  indie  film 
{Lars  and  the  Real  Girt),  two  other  films  whose  hype  is  limited  ( We 
Own  the  Night  and  Michael  Clayton),  and  not  much  fierce  com- 
petition from  previous  weeks  {The  Heartbreak  Kid  and  The  Seeker: 
The  Dark  Is  Rising).  Of  course,  many  of  those  films  have  immense 
§kr  power  (Gate  Blanchett,  Clive  Ovren,  Joaquin  Phoenix,  Mark 
Wahlberg,  George  Clooney,  and  Ben  Stiller  to  name  a  few),  which 
Hitman  obviously  does  not  have.  If  the  weekend  goes  to  Star  pow- 
er, then  Hitman  may  flop.  Yet  if  the  17-25  male  gaming  audience 


flocks  to  theatres,  then  Hitman  ^ands  a  good  chance  of  shoot- 
ing, smashing,  and  Strangling  its  competitors  at  the  box  office. 

Hitman  will  definitely  not  yield  the  intense  degree  of 
hopelessness  exhibited  by  molt  films  based  on  games  (to  under- 
stand what  I  mean  by  this,  please  consult  Super  Mario  Bros., Doom, 
or  anything  by  Uwe  Boll).  I  beUeve  this  reSls  in  the  sheer  nature  of 
the  original  games  (that  aftually  complement  killing  vnth  think- 
ing), but  also  in  minor  feftors  such  as  the  presence  of  Luc  Besson 
as  producer  or  the  freshness  of  the  direiftor  and  leading  aitor.  Un- 
fortunately, I  doubt  Hitman  will  be  the  breakthrough  that  gamers 
hope  for  and  filmmakers  Strive  for.  There  is  alwaj^  a  substantial 
level  of  antidpation  every  time  a  game  is  turned  into  a  motion 
pifture,  fueled  by  a  dream  that  someday  the  mediums  of  dnematic 
and  interaftive  entertainment  may  conneft  in  a  manner  that  would 
allow  games  to  be  adapted  to  the  big  screen  as  effeftively  as  books 
have  t)een.  Hitman  is  unlikely  to  set  that  milestone.  Nevertheless, 
it  will  be  one  Step  forward  from  the  measly  game-to-film  adapta- 
tions of  the  paSt.  Furthermore,  it  will  surely  provide  reliable  enter- 
tainment that  should  satisfy  the  core  demand  of  movie-goers. 
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What  is  Supply  and  Demand? 

What  is  supply  and  demand? 

Tliey  are  the  teats  of  a  voluptuous  mother, 

Great,  gorgeous  mounds  that  feed  two  suckling  babes: 

Ihe  worker  and  the  capitalift. 

Oftentimes  they  bicker  and  poke  at  each  other's  eyes, 

But  eventually  are  picked  up  and  held  aloft  again, 

By  the  IniHsible  hand  or  the  iron  fift. 

Japanese  Businessmen 

At  the  empty  sashimi  bar,  over  a  cup  of  rice  vrine, 

The  chief  laments  of  the  Japanese  businessmen. 

In  the  beef  bowl  ihdl,  the  proprietor  calls. 

His  regulars!  The  grey  ofSce  clerks! 

But  no  one  answers! 

Not  at  the  reftaurant, 

Not  at  the  karaoke  bar 

Not  at  the  wrcSUing  fladium, 

Nor  at  the  baseball  paric 

The  flood  of  sake  at  the  team  diink  is  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

Neither  the  Stripper  nor  the  Geisha  has  work  this  eveoiag. 

Oh  where  are  those  middle  aged  shintos? 

Are  they  in  conqueSt  in  Europe  or  America? 

Are  they  surveying  their  properties  in  offices  and  faftories? 

Arc  they  in  fierce  bartering  in  central  bujcaucrades? 

But  look!  There  they  arc!  Look  in  the  little  house  in  the  countryside 
Or  in  the  cramped  apartment,  where  they  reside 
Look  at  the  figures  of  parents,  wife  and  children 
Ihcy  huddle  now  with  the  Japanese  businessmen! 

He  sits  with  a  tired  shoulder  sailing  with  dignified  effort 
As  a  tired  beaiV  of  burden,  as  if  an  air  has  gone  out  of  him 
After  a  great  beating;  but  to  the  la£t,  he's  Still  one  of  the  great  salarym'en. 

Or  maybe  the  children  arc  not  there,  there's  always  the  wife  and  parents 
Or  if  the  his  parents  have  gone,  there's  always  his  wife 
Or  if  they  are  all  vanished  from  the  scene,  there's  usually  a  noose  to  be  seen 
But  regardless!  Look  at  how  they  hug  him! 

They  say  the  World  is  Flat 

They  say  the  world  is  flat, 
But  I  swear,  I  thought  the  earth  was  round. 
Cause  then  I'm  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  vrorld, 
And  if  it's  true,  I'd  fall  off  the  ground. 


They  say  the  world  is  flat, 

But  I  swear,  my  side  is  always  the  afternoon. 

Whether  I've  got  the  sun  on  my  back, 

Or  falling  down  besides  the  moon. 

They  say  the  world  is  flat, 

And  it's  probably  true  when  I'm  falling  down. 

Don't  know  where  my  globe  has  gone, 

Nothing  I  use  is  made  in  town. 
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They  say  the  world  is  flat. 

As  certain  as  up  is  up,  and  down  is  down. 

And  it  might  all  be  true, 

There's  nothing  here  anymore  to  keep  me  around. 

They  say  the  world  is  flat. 
But  it's  not,  because  of  us. 

Cause  the  earth  is  round,  and  if  we  fell  feft  enough, 
We  go  around  and  around  in  orbit,  and  then  we're  gone. 


Inflation 

The  price  of  onions  have  gone  up  today 
By  3  few  cents,  no  more,  than  the  day  before 
But  tomorrow,  you  can  be  sure 
Like  the  sun,  it  vrill  slowly  rise 


Beating  down  the  masses  below 
Till  all  the  coin  is  spent 
Making  the  workman  sweat 
And  the  little'  uns  cry 

Their  savings,  like  water,  dry  up 
In  a  few  days,  there's  no  more  to  su 
But  somehow,  you  can  be  sure 
Like  the  sun,  they  will  slowly  rise 

Slowiy,  like  a  huddled  mass 
They  go  to  work,  they  toil 
And  in  the  heat  of  day  they  boil 
Till  die  end  of  the  day 
They  get  their  pay 
Then  they  go  home  to  pray,  or  Ibuve  in  the  soil. 

From  there  they  rise  agan 

And  go  dovTO  again. 

Or  they  go  out  in  the  ilreets 

With  empty  Stomachs  or  empty  pockets 

Begging,  fighting  for  a  grain 

But  you  can  be  sure,  as  they  come  and  go 

The  price  of  onions  mil  go  up  tomorrow. 

The  Wage  and  Unemployment  Curve 

A  rolling  field  unfolds,  its  contours  vride 
An  axis  to  the  bottom,  and  axis  to  the  right 

On  one  dimension  dcs  livelihood!  The  wage  diwded  by  price 
On  the  other  marks  ruin!  Unemployment,  idleness,  and  vice! 

Behold!  Capital  forms  ite  force  upon  the  field! 

Its  armour  arrayed  in  a  Straight  Une! 

The  number  of  their  platoon. 

Their  colour  of  their  company 

Shiningly  displayed:  One  plus  Mu! 

Held  high  up  on  banners  many. 

And  on  the  opposing  field  labour  lines  its  battalion! 
Ranks  up  closed  ranks,  curved,  with  horse  at  its  flanks 
Their  force  paid  in  wages  multiplied  by  cxpc£tcd  prices 

And  lo!  Look  upon  the  marching  foes! 

In  their  eternal  dash,  unceasingly  matched! 

At  their  centre,  only  one  result  is  certain! 

Where  induStry  Slops,  unemployment  begins! 

Where  vice  meets  business,  where  idleness  meets  greed 

There,  only  there  in  the  clash  and  din, 

May  good  men  succeed,  or  their  works  concede! 

Tie  Price  of  Gas 

A  little  bit  of  gas  can  get  you  a  long  way. 

Like  coffee  on  the  Start  of  day. 

Except  moSt  of  the  time  gas  is  cheaper. 

Since  between  you  and  your  car,  you're  Itill  a  bigger  drinker. 

But  not  to  worry,  the  price  of  gas  is  going  up, 
So  now  and  then  you'll  drink  fewer  cups. 
Of  course,  your  car  will  Still  slurp  the  same. 
As  when  your  gas  was  cheaper  than  your  coffee  came. 

Indifference  Theory 

3  barrels  of  gas  and  a  can  of  pontine, 
A  botde  of  vnnc  and  5  sardines, 
I  can't  choose  bctwcc'em,  it's  all  the  same  to  me 

6  bags  of  tatters  and  a  sack  of  beans, 

4  box  of  chocolates  and  a  rum  canteen, 
Between'cm,  I'm  indifferent,  Mon  Ami 

Th^'re  the  same  to  me,  one  or  another, 
A  basket  of  goods  is  as  good  as  the  other. 
But  man  oh  man,  they  aren't  free 

So  what  I  can  aftually  afFond  is  this: 

Aloaf  of  bread  and  some  water. 

So  won't  you  come  sit,  and  share  it  with  me? 
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IT    WAS  .  quiet 

summer's  day  in  a  small  retail  shop 
when  two  bored  employees  em- 
barked on  a  fierce  theological  debate. 

«  If  God  created  man  in 
his  perfeil  image  posited  the  firSl 
employee,  h<m  can  so  many  Chris- 
tians juSlijy  their  hatred  of  gays  ?  » 

«  Well,theresGOD,Kp]i^d\\tr 
coworker,  and  then  there's  SATAN.  And 
Satan  is  theonewhocrealedhomosexualsy. 

And  lo,  on  the  fifth  day,  Sa- 
tan intervened,  and  it  was  bad.  Wait,  I 
don't  remember  the  Bible  saying  that. . . 

What  shocked  me  moft 
about  this  outlandish  claim  wasn't  its 
homophobia,  its  baseless  absurdity,  or 
the  faft  that  the  three  of  us  were  work- 
ing in  a  decidedly  non-conservative, 
sexy  lingerie  boutique.  What  really 
made  my  jaw  drop  was  the  realization 
thatthisludicrous  Statement  came  from 
someone  my  age,  from  my  city  -  not 
from  some  balding,  pot-bellied,  Bible- 
thumping,  Bush-loving  US  southerner. 

Within  minutes  of  meet- 
ing Mary,  I  could  tell  that  her  addi- 
tion to  the  shop  would  make  my  job 
tar  more  interesting  (and  more  frus- 
trating) than  usual.  Upon  learning 
that  I  had  a  boyfriend,  she  promptly 
inquired  about  our  marriage  plans. 
Taken  aback,  I  avoided  her  que£Hon 
by  laughing  it  off.  For  this  I  earned  a 
Stern  glare  and  a  lengthy  Slory  about 
how  she  and  Joe  would  already  be 
married,  if  only  they  had  the  money. 
AU  of  their  friends  from  church,  she 
informed  me  with  a  glint  of  envy,  had 
already  been  married  for  a  year  or  two. 

■  How  old  were  they  when 
they  got  married,  then  ?  »  I  asked  her. 

«  Twenty,  twenty-one...  » 
she  casually  replied. 

What  the  hell? 

She  then  continued  to  ex- 
plain how  she  and  Joe  could  never 
be  torn  apart,  even  though  her  trip 
to  miniSby  school  in  the  fall  would 
separate  them  for  months.  « Jesus  chose 
him  for  me  n,  she  said  matter-of-fa6Uy. 
By  this  point,  I  was  ready  for  a 
breather.  1  suggested  that  she  take 
her  lunch  break  so  I  could  have  half 
an  hour  to  digeSt  the  big  plate  of 
crazy  she  had  juSt  served  up.  She 
spent  her  lunch  break  sitting  out- 
side the  shop,  reading  a  book  about 
«  Learning  to  Forgive  through  God  ». 

I  tried  to  be  open-minded 
and  accepting  of  my  new  coworker's 
feith.  It  might  not  be  for  everyone, 
but  maybe  it  worked  for  her.  Try  as  I 
might,  though,  I  couldn't  get  around 
her  extreme  conservatism.  After  her  « 
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Satan  created  gays  »  assertion,  she  loSt 
all  credibility  in  my  books.  My  other 
coworkers  found  her  equally  bizarre, 
and  even  some  customers  found  her 
unsettling.  One  woman,  signing  her 
Visabill.charted  about  howshewished 
she  had  kept  her  maiden  name,  as  it 
vns  so  difficult  to  get  it  back  after  her 
rough  divorce.  Mary  piped  up  from 
across  the  room, « I'm  takingjoe's name. 
It's  the  right  thing  to  do.  I've  known 
him  for five  years  and  we're  going  to  be 
happy  together,  our  marriage  wouldn't 
fail.  I  know  him  too  well  >..  Because 
everyone  expefts  a  little  righteous- 
ness with  their  lingerie,  don't  they? 

In  addition  to  the  offensive, 
bigoted  quips  Mary  delivered  every  so 
often,  she  came  out  with  some  amus- 
ing opinions  sometimes.  For  inStance, 
she  told  me  that  she  wanted  to  do  mis- 
sionary work  and  proselytize  where  it 
was  really  needed,  i  like  Ecuador,  or 
Texas  *.  Surely  it's  tough  to  spread 
conservative  Christianity  in  Texas. 

She  also  told  me  that,  when 
she  arrives  in  heaven,  she  would  rather 
tickle  Jesus  than  kiss  his  feet.  Unsure 
of  how  to  reply.  I  made  a  joke.  «  That 
would  be  a  good  doll.  Tickle-Me-Jesus  ». 

Her  smile  fell.  «  That's  ex- 
tremely sacrilegious  ». 

•<  Or  extremely  hilarious  »,  I 

replied. 

The  jokes  of  heathens  vrere 
not  the  only  things  Mary  took  offense 
to.  When  she  peered  into  the  window 
of  a  nearby  clothing  shop  that  car- 
ried the  brand  G-Sus,  she  was  utterly 
horrified.  «  Anyone  who  wears  that 
brand  mu§i  have  a  lot  of  hate  in  their 
heart  for  the  Lord  »,  she  exclaimed. 

Naturally,  working  in  a  lin- 
gerie boutique,  the  topic  of  sex  was 
bound  to  come  up  eventually.  Mary 
took  issue  with  some  of  the  poSters 
displaying  the  Stores  produifts.  The 
pi6tures,  of  course,  depidt  women  in 
lingerie;  they  are,  however,  taStefully 
done  and  reveal  no  more  than  neces- 
sary (no  nipples  or  butt  cracks  to  be 
seen!).  She  even  confronted  the  boss 
with  her  concern  that  some  of  the 
posters  made  women  out  to  be  the 
objefts  of  male  sexual  fantasies,  a  con- 
cern that  was  qiuckly  dismissed  since 
—  hello  -  it's  a  lingerie  shop.  I  began 
to  wonder  how  she  felt  about  sexual- 
ity. Did  she  really  think  that  women 
didn't  vrant  to  look  tantalizing  in 
their  skivvies?  Should  they  purposely 
wear  unattraftive  undergarments 
to  ward  off  the  perverted  desires 
of  their  boyfriends  and  husbands? 

A  more  brazen,  Straightfor- 


ward  coworker  decided  to  get  Straight  ^ 

to  the  point.  «  Mary,  do  you  and  Joe  i-W.  9^ 

have  sex  ?  »  she  asked  bluntly,  I  pre-  ■  fjfti  i^Jj 
tended  to  be  deeply  absorbed  by  the 

XXXLs  I  was  folding  into  a  tiny  square.  ipi 

She    hesitated    before    re-  &y 

plying:  «  We've  done  it  a  few  times,  J^J  & 

she  admitted  with  a  hint  of  diStaSte,  ?W 

but  I  always  repent  a  lot  afterwards  |^  * 

and  we  really  try  not  to  do  it  again  ».  fS^ 

My       other       coworker,  ^\  §f . 
understandably      intrigued,  con- 
tinued  to  pry.  «  So  does  God  for- 

give  you  if  you  repent  ?  »  she  asked.  If^  if^i 

«  If  you  truly  mean  it,  Mary  ^5 

explained,  then  God  will  purify  you  ».  ^ 

"  Wait.  ..so...  you're  like  a  vir- 

^'nijjij<n?i»Madonnaplaysinmyhead,  K.^  |p| 

«  Hold  on...  does  this  mean 
/  could  go  around  having  dirty,  promts-    ^  ^ 
cuous  sex  with  whoever  I  wanted,  then  ^'V 
repent  and  have  a  white  wedding  ?  »    *- J  LiJ 

Mary     bites     her     lip.    -  '  5 

Urn. . .  you  have  to  mean  it  though       j/*  * 

-  But  what  if  I  did?  What  if  'ft} 
I  truly  regretted  all  those  wild  nights  >  *  J?' 

"1...  I  guess. . .  yes.  You  could  be  V^,  K) 
a  virgin  again  >».  ^* 

How  convenient.  ^'J?*  jfci*, 

Working  with  Mary  opened   ^'ij'  ijNf 
my  eyes  to  a  world  of  conservative  i«4 
Christianity  that  exiSts  right  here  in   y' '  p?) 
our  ovm  dty.  I  had  never  Stopped  to   -i  |^ 
consider  it  before,  assuming  that  evan-  ^Sy 
gelicalism  was  an  American  phenom- 
enon.  Yet  even  the  controversial  2006  ^ 
documentary  Jesus  Camp  took  place  ^ ' 

closer  than  one  might  have  expected, 
in  North  Dakota.  This  summer,  On-  •j' 
tario  even  had  its  own  fundamentalist   '.f*^  ^"^^ 
scandal,  only  a  few  hours  outside  of  *y 
Toronto.  Only  weeks  ago  in  Brockville, 
Grenville  Christian  College  closed  its    \jL  fO 
doors  amid  accusations  of  cult  practices   f  w. 
that  scarred  its  Students,    Hopefiilly,  rfJS' 
Mary's  upcoming  schooling  experi-  l^^jj 
ence  will  be  less  extreme  than  that  of  l^j^ 
Grenville's  Students.  As  much  as  she  ^ 
annoyed  me,  I  wouldn't  want  her  tak-    ?"|||  jj^ 
en  to  a  dark  room  and  grilled  by  Staff  rj*^| 
members  about  her  sins,  or  left  in  the  * 
boiler  room  to  get  a  taSte  of  hell's  flames.  ^  ,t 

Another  thing  that  Mary  ^>  ft, 
did  that  irritated  me  at  work  she  lA  fe^ 
farted  a  lot.  Although  I  guess  if  <tJ^ 
she  repented  afterwards,  it's  as  if  t^"^! 
the  smell  was  never  there  at  all.   1^   '     K  ? 
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